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Don't ever fall. 


High on Mercury 
Author's Note: 


First posted at gs-yaoi.livejournal.com in 2006. Thanks 
again to solar cat for beta-reading it originally. 


"You could fall a long way from here..." Jenna muttered, 
leaning over the edge of the aerie to gaze at the snowy 
ground far below. "An awful long - " 


"Get away from there, Jenna!" Felix called out from where he 
and Kraden were waiting, near the bags Saturos and 
Menardi were sorting through. "It's dangerous." 


"Y-yeah... that's just what | was thinking," Jenna called back, 
lingering near the edge a few moments more, then heading 
back toward the group. She gave her jittery brother a 
reassuring smile. "Still, it's so beautiful. All that white..." She 
Sat down on one of the bags, not all that averse to resting 
after the long, damp, awe-inspiring climb. "And this place! 
All these statues, all the blue, it - hey, do you think it's as 
tall as Mt. Aleph?" 


"| doubt it," Kraden replied, "though | don't think I'd bet on it 
either way. You don't see architecture like this in Vale, do 
you? Besides Sol Sanctum, that is." 


"Mmh, it's amazing." Jenna nodded. "So this is a Lighthouse - 
and you lived near one of these for three years?" She turned 
on her brother, grinning wearily. "If I'd known, I'd have 
jumped in the river with you." 


"That's not..." Felix frowned. She wasn't really joking - if it 
had meant staying with her parents and her brother, she'd 
rather have been taken to Prox with them, and she'd told 


him as much on the journey here. He turned away, sighing. 
"Stay away from the edge. Lighthouses are not to be taken - 


"Lightly?" Kraden finished for him, looking quite amused. 


"| told you about the training accident at Mars, didn't 1?" 
Felix reminded them. Agatio hadn't been able to stand 
unassisted for months. 


"Yes." Jenna rolled her eyes. "Some lizard-kid fell off a 
balcony, broke his leg and - " 


"Move!" Menardi snapped, appearing behind Jenna. "We 
need the bag you're sitting on, so move," she explained 
impatiently when Jenna hesitated. It was a request the 
Valean couldn't really object to; she eventually stood and 
walked off again instead, without meeting the Proxian's 
gaze. Menardi ignored her, taking the last bag back over to 
where Saturos was standing. 


"She hasn't gotten any less angry." Kraden sighed, watching 
Jenna return to her snowgazing. "Poor girl." 


"They might still be alive," Felix replied, trying to believe it 
even though he knew it wasn't likely. "If they've been 
training as hard as you say they have, they'd have stood a 
chance, right? It's not as if they could have warped out with 
us. It's not as if they'd ever have co-operated, even if we'd 
had time to reach them." 


"You may be right," Kraden answered, turning to see how 
Saturos and Menardi were doing. "We may never know for 
sure... Say, what's the problem over there?" Kraden asked, 
seeing that something was troubling the warriors. 


"It's not here!" Menardi turned to answer, shaking her head 
in disbelief. 


"We've searched every pocket, every package..." Saturos 
scowled at the assorted luggage unpacked around their feet, 
as Menardi opened the mythril bags in her hands, showing 
Felix and Kraden their contents. The Venus and Jupiter stars 
glowed softly, reflected by the metal fabric. Kraden stared 
incredulously. 


"Do you mean to say you've lost - " 


"We have not lost it!" Saturos interrupted. "We simply 
haven't found it yet." He turned to Felix, his eyes narrowing. 
"Empty your pockets, boy." 


"What?" Felix stepped back. "You can't honestly think I'd - " 
"The beacon must be lit!" Saturos snarled. 


"Indeed it must." With a swirl of blue light, Alex materialised 
beside him. "Might | do the honours?" 


"Where have you been?" Saturos asked, slightly shaken by 
the Mercury Adept's appearance. His expression was usually 
rather hard to read. To see such a nostalgic smile, to see his 
whole bearing a little less guarded, a little more at ease... 


"I've been..." Alex closed his eyes for a moment, his smile 
deepening. "Getting re-acquainted with the place, nothing 
more. | apologise for the delay." 


"You have the star, don't you?" Saturos couldn't help but 
feel foolish, like it should have been obvious. He knew the 
look he'd get from Alex, the briefest glimpse of incredulity, 
before it was covered with another charming smile. The 
same look he'd get whenever he failed to solve one of the 


puzzles blocking their way, if he told the Valeans not to 
interfere, or whenever he got injured too easily, fighting at 
anything less than one hundred percent - and Mars knew he 
didn't want to look weak in front of him, even if he was the 
healer. It had been something of a relief when Alex had 
disappeared partway through this Lighthouse's trials - even 
if he was the healer. Though when Saturos had stepped 
halfway through the last waterfall and found the other side 
already rising, and when the aerie had been empty upon 
their arrival, he had started to worry that Alex might miss 
this first victory of theirs. 


"Of course | have it. | wouldn't miss this moment for the 
world." Alex looked around, taking in the restless group, 
their luggage in disarray... "As | have said, | apologise for 
any inconvenience this may have caused." 


"Any...?!" Menardi bit back a snarl, trying not to get too 
annoyed. "You've been very helpful, Alex, but it's time you 
gave us back the star. This /s the first Lighthouse, isn't it? 
Saturos and | have to - " 


"Yes, you have to fire the beacon," Alex interrupted, getting 
a little impatient; it took a little longer for that incredulous 
look to fade. However little | may have thought of you at 
times, I've never before thought you quite as foolish as 
this... "And as | have already asked, could | please be the 
one to light it?" 


"He ought to be the one, Menardi," Saturos added, as she 
seemed a little taken aback, either by the request or, more 
likely, by the interruption. "This is his home town, after all." 


"Fine!" Menardi replied, a little louder than she'd meant to, 
after being contradicted like that. "Just hurry up. This has 


already taken too long." She left them to it, going to help 
Felix and Kraden re-pack everything instead. 


"Well, that was easy," Alex murmured, gazing after the 
warrior he'd annoyed. Turning to Saturos, he smiled, struck 
by an amusing thought. "This is your quest, and | am only 
here to aid you, yet you give me so much... influence. 
Anyone would think we were sleeping together." 


"Heh..." Saturos couldn't help feeling uneasy when Alex said 
that in such a serious tone, as if they weren't actually doing 
so... "We still are, aren't we?" 


"Of course." 


There was that look again - wonderment at how Saturos 
could suddenly be made to doubt his senses, to doubt all 
the times they'd been together, by a simple joke. Trying to 
stifle whatever damned uneasiness had made him ask that 
question, Saturos grunted something unintelligible, waiting 
for the Mercury Adept to bring forth the star. With a far 
gentler smile, Alex did so, the invaluable gem appearing in 
his palm instantaneously in a glimmer of blue. 


"If we'd told you to wait with the others, would you have 
given that back?" Saturos wondered. 


“Immediately, and without argument." Alex nodded. 


"For sure?" Saturos frowned. The guy was so sweet, so 
charming, so respectful of everyone's wishes... 


"Yes, of course," Alex replied, sounding so very concerned... 
"| have always respected your leadership. Is there something 
wrong?" 


"Of course not." Saturos set aside that train of thought, with 
a bit of effort. He turned to the empty well of the Lighthouse, 
and watched the star arc its way through the air and 
disappear into the darkness. It took a few seconds for 
anything to happen. 


The first burst of light was blinding. As the glare faded and 
the tremors lessened, Saturos reflected on his expectations. 
He'd only thought of pacing the width of the building when 
they were all inside and it was no longer possible, but given 
the scale of the Lighthouses he'd seen, he had thought that 
the beacon would be relatively small, somewhere above the 
well at the centre of the roof, even if the ground did start to 
curve downward from practically either edge of the vast 
platform... He blinked, trying to focus on the wall of shifting, 
swirling blue before him. It seemed to do strange things to 
the eyes. Or was it just that he was feeling slightly dizzy 
now, standing at the edge of such a thing, Mercury's 
essence, so vast it dwarfed some of the rooms below and 
blocked all view of the other side of the aerie? It was 
strange, to think that something that had been so beautiful 
and manageable in the palm of his hand could take on such 
a life of its own... 


Turning to his companion, Saturos found himself temporarily 
shaken from those thoughts. Alex was breathing raggedly, 
gazing at the roiling mass of power through half lidded eyes, 
shivering at every flare of light and haze and damp - his 
clothes and hair were dripping, and he was still standing 
there, too enraptured to look away. Saturos glanced at the 
others; they were almost done packing. They didn't have 
much time to savour the moment. Saturos placed a hand on 
Alex's shoulder to draw his attention. Alex gasped and 
reached back without turning round, grabbed Saturos' hair 
as he stared up at the bright beacon, then warped them 
both out of sight of the rest of the group. 


The others were puzzled, at first, when they faintly heard 
Saturos shouting to them. 


"Ah... Menardi? I'm going to need... a while longer here... You 
can all... uh, you can all head back down if you want." 


"What's the hold-up?" Menardi called back, wishing they 
could avoid any further delays. The village would have been 
aware of their presence for too long now. 


"It's just that... uh..." Saturos didn't sound too keen on 
explaining. "He turned on the Lighthouse, it returned the 
favour..." He broke off, and they heard no more from him. 


"We'll wait up here, by the elevator!" Menardi yelled. "So 
hurry up!" 


"Are you, ah, sure about that?" Kraden asked, watching as a 
metal armlet rolled into view and vanished in a blue 
shimmer seconds later. "They seem quite keen on their semi- 
privacy." 


"If those two aren't done soon, | swear..." Menardi stalked off, 
muttering to herself as she set about moving the bags. 


RAK ARAKI 


"It's all... a-all of... It's got to glow, Satuross...!" Alex 
murmured nonsensically, getting in the way as the Proxian 
tried to set aside his remaining armour reasonably carefully - 
it wasn't as if he could replace any piece if it were lost. 


"This isn't glowy enough for you?" Saturos could hardly see 
three feet ahead through the radiant mist that seemed to 
have formed around them, like some extension of the 


Mercury star. Not that he had any reason to try to look that 
far, with an ethereal beauty in his arms. 


"Mmnh..." Alex slid an arm round his waist and leaned in to 
lick his ear. "You smell of ashes... smoke and dust..." 


"Mm-hm." Saturos pulled Alex into a closer embrace, taking 
a moment to run his hands through that soft, silky hair. It 
always smelled of some sort of weird herbal mixture. Alex 
had made his latest batch of soaps a few months ago, 
mixing in oils and dyes from Proxian plants as well as his 
own supplies. Hair that length ought to be a real 
inconvenience, but he always wore it loose. Such an 
indulgence. 


Alex pulled back until he had space to move, then yanked 
Slightly painfully at Saturos' hair in return. When Saturos 
gave him a sharp look, Alex briefly nuzzled his ear before 
starting to lick and bite at his neck, the warmth of his hands 
running along his back. Getting the message, Saturos 
laughed and pulled the pair of them to the floor, heating the 
stones paving the aerie as he did so until the ground 
beneath them was almost hot enough to burn. 


RAK ARAKI KKK KAKA AKA 


In an ancient passage many floors below, the Lighthouse's 
last guardian stood facing three intruders. Three very 
helpful intruders. They may not have ever had anything to 
do with the Clan, the walls around them might not be the 
embodiment of their history, their inheritance, their duty... 
But it seemed she needed backup. Maybe... hadn't they 
called themselves protectors of another special power? 


"Do you have business in the lighthouse, too?" Mia hoped 
they did. She couldn't condone taking them much further 
otherwise. 


Their apparent leader shook his head hesitantly. Was he 
unwilling to speak of his business here? 


"Please tell the truth! | can't believe you'd go so far to help 
someone you just met. You have some errand in this 
lighthouse, don't you?" 


Why wouldn't he admit it? Whatever secret he'd been 
entrusted with, if he wanted to form an alliance, this was a 
bizarre way of going about it. The other boys were starting 
to look uneasy too, but the leader was avoiding their eyes, 
staring nervously at the floor. 


“Please tell the truth!" This was getting ridiculous... 


"Isaac..." The redheaded boy stepped in close to the leader, 
looking very concerned. "I know you don't want to 
compromise anything we were taught, but | don't think she's 
a stranger to it. We can trust her." 


"Garet..." 
"Please, don't hide anything. Just tell me the truth!" 


Isaac started to blush as Garet took hold of his hands, 
whispering in his ear something that Mia couldn't hear. Isaac 
tried to step back, still not meeting his companion's gaze, 
but Garet tightened his hold. 


"the world, Isaac! Why wouldn't you..." The words faded in 
and out of earshot as the two boys started to glow with that 
strange power they wielded, before vanishing together. 


"Uh, sorry about this." The other blond spoke up, smiling 
awkwardly. "They seem to have decided to retreat for now. 
I'm sure they'll catch up with us again soon." 


"Oh." Mia smiled back, trying to take this in stride. 
"I'm Ivan," he added, after a pause. 

"Have you known them long?" 

"Not really." 

"If you don't mind me asking, Ivan..." 

"Yes?" 


"How did you persuade them to confide in you?" Mia asked. 
For some reason, Ivan seemed hesitant to answer. 


"I um... | read their minds." 


KEKEKE KKK KK kk kk 


"What did you mean...?" Saturos wondered aloud, resting on 
the warm tiles by the beacon. Alex lay sprawled on top of 
him, fast asleep. 


Feeling a sudden breeze penetrate the luminous haze, the 
Mars Adept called on another scrap of power, warming the 
humid air to a comfortable temperature once again. Hard to 
believe it was freezing out there... Alex sighed in his sleep, 
the movement sliding his head a little farther down Saturos' 
chest, and his hands tightened possessively in the Proxian's 
hair. Wincing slightly, Saturos tried to disentangle Alex's 
fingers, but he soon gave up. Better to let him rest. 


"You let slip some strange things sometimes, you know 
that?" Saturos muttered to the sleeping Adept. "Even if you 
didn't know what you were saying, even if we are who we 
are, where we are... What do you mean, ‘it will burn 
forever'?" 


It hadn't exactly sounded like he was talking about them, 
but what else could he have meant? Whether he was or 
wasn't, it was unsettling. Which would be worse? 


"If it felt like this..." Saturos closed his eyes, trying to ignore 
the uneasiness that grew with every gentle smile, however 
many of them were sincere. "I was sure I'd end it before | let 
it feel like this. You're such a luxury, far too..." He sighed, 
letting his hands entwine themselves in the healer's hair. "If 
| only knew for sure that you cared a little more, or a little 
less." 


DRAKA AKA KKK Kk kkk 


"Isaac! Garet!" Jenna could hardly believe her eyes. They 
were alive! They were here... With a sickening chill, she 
realised what that meant. Why did those Proxians have to be 
so arrogant, so aggressive? She didn't want to leave this to 
them, oh Mars, she didn't want to leave... 


As the sound of raised voices drifted over to the other side of 
the beacon - from first one group, then both - Saturos got up, 
listening intently. 


"You'll get rid of them, won't you?" Alex asked, lying 
contentedly against the warm stone and not bothering to 
open his eyes. 


"I'll collect the Mars star, and make them think twice about 
opposing us." Saturos nodded, getting dressed in a hurry. 


"One of them is a Jupiter Adept; don't injure him too 
seriously. Or the girl," Alex requested. "And return here once 
you're done... if that's alright." 


"If only we all had our priorities in such perfect order." 
Saturos was used to Alex knowing slightly too much, and he 
could see the sense of it... "Menardi, wait!" 


As he set off along the edge of the aerie, towards battle, 
Saturos shook his head, muttering under his breath. "Alex..." 
It was hard to think about for too long, and with all the 
battles that lay ahead, maybe he didn't even have to, and 
he didn't know which of them he was talking to, but still... 
"Please, don't get too attached." 


As the sounds of battle drifted past, Alex watched the 
glowing mist flicker and swirl, trying to hold in his mind that 
feeling. Roaring heat, flaring light, unconditional hope, 
beloved perfection... 


"If that's alright," he whispered drowsily. "If that's alight." 


An unexpected sound reached his ears. His warriors didn't 
often cry out in pain, but that had been... Saturos was hurt? 
Sitting up, Alex started to feel disquieted. He would have to 
keep an eye on the rest of the battle. 


"It's a good thing, isn't it?" Alex muttered to the beacon of 
Mercury as he pulled on his clothes. "The more profound 
your power, which inhibits him, the greater my future..." He 
trailed off, trying not to mind the other way of looking at it. 
With a bitter laugh, he continued, talking to himself this 
time. "I must tire him dreadfully, no? He doesn't seem tired 
of me, though. He still seems... It's a good thing, isn't it? To 


feel, sometimes, as if I'm not still waiting. As if everything | 
could ever desire is already mine, for a brief while. True 
power made flesh, within me..." 


Pulling on his gloves, Alex sighed. He didn't walk away from 
these encounters immortal and all-powerful. He couldn't let 
a fantasy of ascension distract him from achieving the real 
thing. Saturos was willing to put his life on the line for sake 
of their quest. Alex was also willing to put Saturos' life on 
the line for the sake of their quest. If their private 
arrangement were to start affecting their judgement or 
performance, then they would have to end it immediately. 
The less they cared, the longer they would be able to stay 
together... 


"He really cares, doesn't he? Saturos..." Alex wasn't sure 
which of them he was talking to, but still... "Please, don't get 
too attached." 


